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Three's a Crowd 
by DevonScroob 


Summary 


An aging slave, Toby, has been discarded yet again, sold to a cleaning agency to be worked to 
an early death. What he doesn't know is that his life is about to change forever. 


Beginning of the End 


Toby stares longingly at the tiny bunk bed he’s been assigned. It’s narrow enough that he 
probably won’t be able to sit up without hitting his head and the mattress is just a thin sheet 
of foam but he imagines it must feel heavenly. 


“Places!” 


Toby flinches at the loud voice, almost dropping the uniform bundled in his hands, and 
quickly stands to attention at the foot of his assigned bed. 


“Now, everyone, listen up!” a man bellows in the suddenly deathly quiet room. He’s wearing 
a crumpled beige shirt with an employee card clipped to the breast pocket and it’s not hard 
for Toby to figure out he must be the overseer. 


“Assignments for today. Numbers 72, 105, 145 and 188 to 190—group 1. Numbers...” 


Toby looks around in panic as people start to quietly shuffle around the room as the man 
continues to shout out numbers in rapid-fire speed. 


“What's my number?” he whispers quietly to one of the other slaves standing by a nearby 
bunk but he just gives him a blank stare. Only a minute later everyone’s huddled in groups by 
the wall and Toby’s the only left standing by his bed, his heart skipping as the overseer levels 
him with an annoyed glare. 


“J—um, I don’t have a number, sir, I just arrived—” Toby speaks up nervously, keeping his 
eyes glued to the ugly linoleum floor as the man comes closer. Before he can even stammer 
the words out, the man’s heavy hand backhands him across the cheek, hard enough to make 
stars explode behind his eyes. 


“T did not ask you a question,” he says matter-of-factly. “Now where’s your uniform, boy?” 


Toby holds out his shaky hands, still clutching the washed-out brown uniform. The overseer 
grabs it impatiently from his hands and unfolds it, pointing to the large numbers embroidered 
on the breast pocket. 


“Now stop wasting my time by being stupid. Group three.” 


Toby hangs his head, his cheeks burning from the slap and with embarrassment, and quickly 
slicks past the man in the direction he points out. Great. He’s been here less than an hour and 
already managed to get on the overseer’s bad side. 


They’re led in their small groups to the parking lot and then hoarded into vans. As they take 
off, Toby takes a moment to observe his fellow passengers. All of them look older — four 
women, definitely past forty, maybe nearing their fifties, and a man, thin and grey, a hollow, 
tired look on his face. Being freshly thirty, Toby feels weirdly out place. 


“Do you know where we’re going?” Toby interrupts the silence, filled with nothing but the 
humming of the engine. 


One of the women gives him a look that makes him again feel like an idiot. Right. Stupid 
question. He doesn’t imagine anyone tells anything to the slaves here. 


“So how long have you been here?” he tries again. He hasn’t talked to another slave in years 
and he’s dying for a bit of conversation to distract him. 


“Shut up and let us enjoy a moment of peace, would you?” the man snaps and Toby flinches. 


“Sorry,” he mutters but no one pays him any attention anymore. They’re all staring listlessly 
out of the window or close their eyes, trying to catch up on some sleep. 


Toby turns his attention out of the window too, feeling completely overwhelmed. Tears start 
to burn in his eyes but he quickly swallows them. He can’t break already. Not when his first 
shift hasn’t even started yet. 


Twenty minutes later they’re dropped downtown in front of a high-rise building made of 
nothing but steel and glass. The lift takes them to the 54" floor where a security guy’s 
already waiting for them. He assigns everyone a part of the floor with exact instruction on 
what to clean, gives out everyone a cart with supplies and sends them off. 


Toby shuffles painstakingly to his assigned end of the corridor and takes the mop. His 
muscles, weak and stiff from the days of not being able to move properly, feel like jelly and 
he’s winded from simply keeping himself upright. The fact that he hasn’t head a proper meal 
in days is not helping either and his head is pounding in sync with his heartbeat. 


Two hours in it starts to set in just how enormous the offices are and how long everything’s 
taking. He straightens up, stretching his back, and wipes his sweaty forehead with the back of 
his hand. One of the women walks past with her bucket of dirty water, and Toby gives her a 
tightlipped smile. 


“You need to work faster,” she whispers, looking around herself warily. 
“What?” Toby asks nervously, his heart skipping. 


“You're not gonna finish in time if you don’t pick up the pace. You do not want to not 
finish,” she mutters and then is off. 


Toby gets back to work, forcing his sore body to go faster, the fear and self-preservation 
instinct the only things driving him forward. It’s hard though, with all his old injuries making 
themselves known with more vigor than usual and the three fingers on his right hand that got 
broken last year and never healed properly making all that harder to grip the mop. 


After another four hours of non-stop cleaning, Toby feels like he might pass out, shaky and 
light-headed, the last reserves of strength quickly depleting. 


“Ts there going to be a break?” he asks quietly the next time he sees the same woman pass by. 
Again she gives him the look like he’s an utter idiot and Toby wants to cry. 


“Go drink some water from the tap. Do not pass out.” 


Thanks, I'll try, Toby thinks bitterly but he does head to the bathroom and drinks as much as 
he can stomach, splashing some cold water on his face as well. 


The rest of the shift passes in a blur. Toby works on complete autopilot, with tunnel vision on 
the last room in the hallway. He needs to finish, that’s all he knows and all he cares about, 
ignoring the cramps in his muscles and his aching back. 


He’s done with the last room two minutes before the end of their shift and as soon as he 
throws the rug in the bucket, he collapses to the floor, panting. 


“Pour out the dirty water and put the supplies away. Then go wait by the lift. Hurry.” The 
woman peeks in, interrupting his short-lived respite. As much as he doesn’t want to move, 
ever again, he’s still grateful to her for showing him the ropes and not letting him fuck up on 
his first day. 


On their way home, Toby doesn’t feel like talking anymore. He wears the same exhausted 
expression as everyone else and passes out almost as soon as his ass hits the seat. 


Way too soon they reach the housing facility again. It’s a small, grey building at the outskirts 
of the town, looking more like a storage unit than anything else. Or maybe a prison with the 
high, barbed-wire fence surrounding it. 


Once everyone’s out of the car, Toby joins the line and shuffles back inside. They’re herded 
straight to a large bathroom with ten showerheads lining each wall. Toby’s so grateful to be 
able to wash off the sweat of the day he doesn’t ever care about the utter lack of privacy, with 
other slaves washing practically inches away from him and the guard watching them like a 
hawk. 


Once they’re clean, as clean as you can get in the three minutes they each got under the spray, 
anyway, everyone changes into ill-fitting black scrubs, and they slowly move into another 
room, a dingy hall with a two long wooden tables in the middle. 


A dining room, Toby realizes and he could cry with relief, his stomach again cramping 
painfully. Carefully watching others so as not to fuck up, he grabs a bowl and joins a line to a 
window by the far wall. When it’s finally his turn, he holds out his bowl, ignoring the heavy 
feeling of disappointment at the pit of his stomach at the sight of the meagre portion of a thin, 
nasty looking gruel. 


Still, he takes it to the table and eats it all, too hungry to feel ashamed for licking every last 
drop from bowl. It’s not like he’s the only one doing that, anyway. 


Some of the slaves get up then and start collecting the bowls and washing them in the sink by 
the wall. Poor fuckers, Toby thinks, selfishly happy to be able to sit for a bit longer. Are they 
doing the dishes as a punishment or do they rotate who does which chore? He makes a 
mental note to ask later. 


After that there’s another line for the bathroom. Everyone gets to use the toilet and brush 
their teeth and then it’s straight to their tiny, coffin-like bunks. 


In the darkness, on the hard, uncomfortable bed, everything comes crashing back to him, 
breaking through the numbness. Utter despair, more intense than he has felt in ages, wraps 
around his heart. 


So that was it, then, wasn’t it? He really has been discarded. Not even worth bringing to the 
auction anymore. He knew master wanted to get rid of him, that he was nearing the end of his 
usefulness for him, but there still was that stupid hope. 


It was the same hope he’s had ever since his first auction when he was seventeen. He’d been 
desperate to get out of the shithole he grew up in. He still remembers it vividly—the days 
leading up to his first auction, he’d spend long hours daydreaming about a handsome master 
with wide shoulders and perfectly chiseled jaw, how they’d lock eyes in the crowd and he’d 
then take him home, to live a life of precious pet, enjoying all the luxuries of a rich life, being 
spoilt by a kind master who would never beat him again. 


He was so stupid back then. And of course no one comes to small-town auctions to look for a 
pet. Or maybe he just wasn’t pretty enough. Be it as it may, he got sold to the local scrape 
yard on that day and things only got worse from there. As the years went by, his dreams got a 
little more realistic. He still hoped for a home, for a place to call his own. It didn’t need to be 
a mansion, just a place where’d be allowed to stay inside when it was freezing cold and 
where he wouldn’t go hungry for days at times. He didn’t dream of prince Charming 
anymore, all he hoped for was someone who wouldn’t beat him too much. 


And even at thirty he still thought he had chance. Surely, there had to be people looking for a 
domestic slave. Or maybe for a companion at a discounted price—he was damaged, after all. 
As long he got auctioned, he could still dream, could hold on to that sliver of hope... 


But no. Clearly master has decided he’s not worth the hassle and just sold him off for a quick 
buck to an agency. Toby can see the life ahead of him clearly. All there is now for him is 
work—eat—sleep, rinse and repeat for the next god knows how many years until his body 
finally gives up. Noone ever leaves these places. They wear the slaves down for profit and 
then just buy more cheap ones when the old ones are too weak to work. 


How long before he turns into this dead-eyed shell of a person like the others, with the 
highlight of his day being the peace and quiet on the way to work? The thought chills him to 
the bone and this time he doesn’t try to fight the tears. Curling into a ball, he stifles his sobs 
into his pillow. 


“Keep it down, would you?” someone grumbles from the next bunk. “Trying to sleep here.” 


Pulling the scratchy blanket over his head, he continues to cry softly until he’s too exhausted 
to keep it up and finally falls asleep. 


Rough Week 


Chapter Summary 


Still no break for poor Toby 


The next morning, they take them to the same building, different floor, different group of 
slaves, and everything starts all over again, only this time, he struggles even more to keep up 
the pace. As good as it is to sleep under a roof for a change and have a semblance of bed, it’s 
nowhere near enough to allow his exhausted body to heal and recuperate. 


At night, he stares at stained bottom of the bunk above him, not even knowing the name of 
the slave sleeping there, and he thinks of the stars he used to watch back at the scrap yard, 
huddled in old oily rags to keep himself from freezing. There was so many of them, and so 
beautiful, they never failed to make him fee/. Make him remember he was alive still. 


Toby wonders if he’ll ever see them again. The thought is like a punch to his stomach and he 
hugs his knees, feeling like he might start to bawl if he weren’t so utterly exhausted. Instead, 
he closes his eyes and passes out instantly. 


The whole week passes in a blur like this. Wake up, work, sleep. It’s soul-crushing, mind- 
numbing and beyond exhausting. With every new day, Toby feels his energy dwindling. How 
the hell do the others do this? How do they survive this for years and still be able to meet the 
insane quotas? Does it get easier? Will his muscles harden and his blisters stop hurting? Will 
he get the hang of it and wipe the floor twice as fast? 


In the evening, he’s listlessly making his way through the thin stew they got for dinner in the 
quiet dining hall. It’s always so quiet there. No one ever talks, though Toby’s not sure if it’s 
because it’s forbidden or if they’re all just too tired. 


Suddenly the overseer strides into the hall and the tense silence gets even more oppressing, 
making the sound of the man’s heavy boots echo loudly. Toby keeps his head down and 
watches him from the corner of his eyes. His heart leaps into his throat when the footsteps 
stop right in front of him. 


“Boss’ office. Now.” 


Toby looks up in alarm but the man doesn’t wait for Toby to follow and is already marching 
out of the hall. Casting one last mournful look at his uneaten dinner, he scrambles to his feet 
and follows the overseer. 


On his way out he locks eyes with one of the women he’s worked with once or twice and is 
taken aback by the hostility on her face. It’s not exactly that he expected any sympathy but 
when she scoffs, shaking her head in contempt before returning to her meal, Toby has to 
swallow over the lump in his throat and blink rapidly to clear the tears from his eyes. 


The boss’ office is on the upper floor Toby didn’t even know was there. The room itself looks 
weirdly cosy with dark solid wood furniture and long heavy drapes over the windows. The 
overseer’s hand on Toby’s shoulder pushes him roughly to his knees on the soft Persian 
carpet and Toby fixes his stare at one point on the floor, doing his best to calm his hammering 
heart. 


For a long time nothing happens. There’s some music playing softly in the background and a 
nauseatingly sweet smell of scented candles fills Toby’s nose. 


“Okay, so, number 183,” the boss acknowledges him finally, his voice surprisingly soft and 
gentle. It does nothing to put Toby’s nerves to rest though and he clenches his fists by his 
side. “We got some complaints from the office building management — streaks on windows, 
dust on top shelves, dust in the comers...” he reads from his screen in a bored tone. “All from 
your section.” 


Toby curses internally, hunching his shoulders. Shit. He knows he should have been more 
careful but it was just so hard, getting all done in time, and he just couldn’t... he had to cut 
some corners if he were to keep up. 


“Well?” the boss says and Toby looks up, surprised the man expects him to react. 
“J—I’m sorry, sir.” 


“Hm, yes, I’m sure you are. But you see, the problem is we had to refund them part of the 
cleaning fee. And that went out of the company’s pocket. I don’t like doing that. I can’t really 
run a business like that, now can I?” 


Another long pause. “No, sir,” Toby mutters, shifting uncomfortably. 


“We’re going to have to up your workload to make up for the loss,” he says causally and 
Toby’s heart sinks. He didn’t really think that was even possible. “Plus you’ll be on bathroom 
cleaning duty for a week.” 


The boss sighs and the chair squeaks loudly as he leans back. “Where did we even get this 
one?” he asks, clearly addressing the overseer. 


“He got dropped here. The man only asked for three hundred for him.” 


Three hundred. That number stings. Not that he thought he was worth all that much but that 
is ridiculously low, even for him. 


“He is quite pretty, though. We might find a more profitable use for him. Clearly he’s no good 
at cleaning.” 


Toby breathes slowly through his nose. He’s not pretty. Not in the way pleasure slaves are. 
His curly hair is dull brown and unmanageable, his nose is too big and crooked from being 
broken and the lines of his face way too hard to be considered feminine. The only thing he 
had going for him, according to his previous master, were his eyes — round, greenish brown 
with long eyelashes. Puppy eyes, he used to call them. 


“He’s damaged, though,” the overseer shrugs. 


“Is he now?” the boss hum, sounding disappointed. “Well, okay. Off you go. Oh and 183? Do 
try not to waste any more of my money. Next time I won’t let you off this easy.” 


He’s dragged from the office by the overseer before he can even find his footing, his head 
spinning, fear of the week ahead of him thrumming under his skin. In a daze, he follows the 
overseer, only to find they’re not heading back to the dining hall but straight to the 
bathrooms. 


“Get to scrubbing,” he orders before leaving. 


Toby looks around the large room, lined with shower heads one side and a row of toilets on 
the other, and tries not to give into despair, or think about his unfinished meal, as he gets to 
work. 


If Toby thought life was bad before, the next week shows to him just how relative everything 
is and that things can always get worse. 


The next day, he gets woken up hours before the rest and then dropped in a hospital a short 
ride away. A clearly overworked nurse who has little patience for the likes of Toby quickly 
shows him to the utility room, gives him a list of tasks and then warns him not get in her way 
if he doesn’t want to get smacked around. 


Groggy from the lack of sleep and already exhausted, he rolls his cleaning cart to the first 
room. The job’s not complicated. He wipes and disinfects every surface, changes the sheets, 
empties the bed pans and scrubs the toilets. All while doing his best to blend with the white 
hospital walls and not get in anyone’s way. 


The first day feels like it will never end. He does get one break, which he spends sitting on 
the floor of the utility closet, slurping a clear soup with shaky hands, enjoying the way too 
short respite. 


He has no idea how long his shift is. All he knows that it was dark when he got there and 
dark when he leaves. And when he finally gets back, there’s even more toilets to scrub and 
by the time he’s done and can finally eat his now cold and even more unappetizing dinner, 
everyone else is already in bed. 


By the time his week in the hospital ends, he has no idea how he’s even holding himself 
upright. Everything hurts — well, hurts more than usual. The skin on his hands is cracked and 
bleeding from all the harsh chemicals they make him use, the inside of this nose feels raw 


from the smell of disinfectant and all he can see when he closes his eyes is feces covered 
sheets, vomit and blood. 


The smell is the worst though — there is no way to get rid of it in the three minutes of shower 
time he has and it clings to him, penetrates all his pores, his hair, he feels even his breath 
must stink at this point. 


All the other slaves in give him a wide berth, even the overseer crinkles his nose in disgust 
when he sees him. Toby finds it hard to care, though. He finds it hard to feel anything other 
than numb and tired. He doesn’t have the energy for useless emotions like shame. 


On the seventh evening, Toby is alone in the dining room, quickly wolfing down his cold 
dinner, not wanting to waste a single minute that could be spent sleeping in bed instead. He 
has no idea what tomorrow will bring — it’s been a week, hasn’t it? At least Toby thinks it 
has, though it’s hard to tell with how days and hours blur and blend into each other here. 


Still, he doesn’t allow himself to hope. That never ends well for him. 


After he’s done with the meal, he washes his own plate and heads to the sleeping quarters, 
with nothing but bed and sleep on his mind. He startles when the overseer crowds him in the 
corridor, leaning against the wall to block his way. 


Toby goes rigid, icy fear running down his spine. He stares straight in front of him, which is 
just at the level of the overseer’s employee card. Peterson, Felix is his name, apparently. 


“You look like shit,” he remarks. 


Toby takes in a shaky breath, focusing on staying absolutely still. As if that could someone 
help, as if that would make him invisible or less of a target. 


“Hospital duty’s not much fun, is it?” 


Toby doesn’t reply, feeling like he might cry if he opens his mouth. God, he can’t do this 
right now. He’s not stupid, he knows perfectly what the guard wants. But he can’t... not after 
the nightmare of week he’s had, not when he’s so weak and hurting, and he just wants to go 
to bed. Please just let him go to bed. 


“Tomorrow I’ll have a nice, easy assignment. A private client, no offices. No hospital. A 
breeze. You want it?” 


Toby closes his eyes, a deep sense of resignation settling over him. It doesn’t matter. There’s 
no choice here — he is not leaving this situation unscathed. And he can either play along, get 
an easier job tomorrow, and hopefully mitigate the pain he’s going to be in after Peterson is 
done with him, or he can be stupid, decline, have the man take what he wants with force, and 
end up back in the hospital. 


“Yes,” Toby opens his eyes, blinking away the tears. “I do want it, sir.” 


“Good,” Peterson grins hungrily. 


Toby shudders when the man’s rough large hand grabs him by the scruff of his neck but he 
still follows him meekly into dark utility room around the corner. 


Vase 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The next morning, Toby’s the only one dropped in a residential part of the city, clutching the 
bag of cleaning supplies to his chest as he looks at the house in front of him in trepidation. 
It’s a fucking villa, looming on a small hill over the rest of the neighborhood. It has a massive 
cast iron gate with a huge beware of dog sign. 


“Oh, god,” Toby mutters shakily, his heart tripling in speed. Already he can hear it barking 
from inside the house and his vision flattens with panic, the memories of the scrapyard guard 
dog flooding back. 


The driver gives him a short impatient beep of the car horn and Toby realizes he’s been 
standing for way too long, panting, his shaking hand hovering over the keypad. Glancing 
apologetically back at the driver, he quickly punches in the code and the gate opens with a 
click. 


Dragging himself up the cobblestone path, Toby notices distantly that the front yard 
surprisingly neglected, with brown, dead flowers in dirty pots sitting around, overgrown grass 
and patches of dying perennials. 


The barking grows louder and angrier as he gets closer and Toby feels like he might be sick. 
He really doesn’t want to open that door but it’s not like he has much of a choice. He has a 
job to do and he’s not going to screw this up for himself this time. 


Quickly opening the door before he loses the last shreds of courage, he steps inside and 
plasters himself against the wall, squeezing his eyes shut in panic as he catches a glimpse of a 
white ball of fur hurl towards him. 


It takes a moment to register over the deafening beating of his heart that there are no teeth 
sinking into his flesh. Eventually, he dares open his eyes, warily looking at the small creature 
by his feet. 


“Oh, okay,” he breathes out in relief when he sees the tiny white lapdog wiggling his butt, 
greeting him enthusiastically. Guess he’s not getting mauled today, after all. He stays 
perfectly still, not daring to make any sudden movements, and soon it loses interest in Toby 
and heads off somewhere into the house. 


“Hello? Cleaning service?” Toby calls nervously into the house, just in case. He was told he 
would be alone, with the owner at work, but it never hurts to check. When he gets no reply, 
he finally puts down the bag of supplies and looks around himself, trying not to let the panic 
settle in. 


There’s no way he’Il be able to clean this whole place in a single day. And what even does 
that mean? He got no specific instructions—should he just vacuum and carpets and wipe the 


floors? No way he’ll be able to dust everything in house this big, not to mention clean the 
windows, which—Toby notices unhappily—are so dirty they barely let in any light. 


There’s no use wasting time and getting all worked up and so Toby just gets to work. He 
starts with the lower floor, spending over an hour in just the small anteroom, polishing the 
ceiling-high mirrored wardrobe, and another three in the kitchen, which is a complete mess. 


As the time slips between Toby’s fingers, it becomes painfully obvious he won’t even be able 
to get to the upper floor and so he focuses on the main living area. Everything’s taking 
frustratingly long—namely because Toby’s so utterly exhausted. His sore hands refuse to 
cooperate and he feels like he’s swimming in syrup. Everything is against him — his numb, 
stiff fingers keep dropping everything, his knees crack painfully every time he has to bend 
down and his head feels like it’s going to split in two with every movement. 


Somehow he does get through most of the lower floor, though. With only ten minutes left, he 
decides to sweep one last bit. Quickly, he grabs the broom, not paying any attention as he 
swings it around and then feels it hit something. 


The time seems to slow down as he watches a large, crystal glass vase by the wall topple 
over. He reaches for it but his fingers just brush the rim and it goes flying to the floor, 
smashing upon impact into a million tiny pieces with a resonating crash. 


Toby stares at it fora moment, completely frozen in shock and terror, as his brain refuses to 
catch up. 


“Well, that’s unfortunate,” a voice remarks dryly and Toby takes a startled step back as he 
sees a figure leaning against the door frame, watching him lazily. He’s wearing nothing but 
an oversized shirt that ends just below his ass. He has long, raven-black hair, flowing almost 
down to his butt and he’s holding the dog under his arm. “Master’s favorite vase, too.” 


Toby finally unfreezes and sinks to his knees. With trembling hands he reaches for the shards, 
but it’s hard to even see what he’s doing over the tears. 


“I’m sorry,” he breathes out softly, desperately trying not break down completely. “I’m just— 
I’m sorry...” 


“Stop it,” the other slave huffs, sounding annoyed, and comes closer, his bare feet still a safe 
distance from all the broken glass. 


“Tt’s just—I just got out of a punishment, and I’m so tired—I’m just so tired,” he gives up on 
trying to pick up the shards and hides his face in his hands, sobbing inconsolably. He knows 
it’s an utter waste of energy, but he can’t help it. 


“Jesus,” the slave mutters above him. Distantly, Toby realizes just how pathetic he must look, 
but he finds it hard to care. 


A short horn beep outside of the house puts a quick end to his tears and all breath leaves his 
lungs. His feelings of self-pity and misery are replaced by pure terror as he looks at the mess 
around him. 


“Just leave it,” the slave grumbles, annoyed. “Get out of here.” 
“But—” 
“Go!” 


It’s not like he has much of a choice and so he quickly gathers all his supplies and hurries to 
the waiting car. The driver gives him a weird look as he quickly wipes the tears and snot into 
the sleeve of his uniform and schools his face, doing his best not to think about how much 
trouble he’s going to get in for this. 


For the rest of the evening, Toby barely registers what’s going on around him. At dinner, he 
stares at his usual bowl of gruel, his stomach clamped with fear and anxiety as he waits for 
Peterson to barge in at any moment, screaming. It’s been a few hours — has the master of the 
house come home yet? Has he noticed? Did the slave tell on him already? 


Most of the other slaves are finishing their meal when Peterson enters the dining hall and 
Toby’s heart skips a beat. He clenches his fist around his spoon, readying himself for what’s 
to come. When a moment passes with nothing happening, he dares look up and sees Peterson 
exchange a few words with the one of the guards and then skims the room and strolls away, 
his face impassive and bored. 


He doesn’t know yet, Toby realizes and bit of the tension leaves him. For now, he’s safe. Not 
that it matters but he still feels grateful for a few more moments of peace. Finally, he digs 
into the food, his stomach still protesting, though he knows he can’t really afford to not eat 
that. 


Later that night, lying on his cot, his clenches his eyes shut and does his best to fall asleep 
and not think. He doesn’t want to think about the stupid vase. About what’s to come. He 
doesn’t want to wonder if this is his last night on this cot. Or imagine what his punishment 
will be this time. Next time, I wont let you off this easy. That’s what the boss said. Toby has 
no idea what that means and he doesn’t think he wants to know. 


A knot of fear tightens in his stomach. He feels so weak now, it won’t take much to break 
him. He doesn’t think all his life he’s ever felt this low, this drained and utterly defeated. 
Before, he always gritted his teeth and dealt with whatever came his way the best he could. 
He patched himself up as best as he could and moved on because he still had that hope that 
things will get better. But now? Now he’s not so sure. 


In the end, he spends majority of the night tossing and turning and the rest caught in one 
feverish nightmare after another. 


The next day, nothing happens. Toby keeps his head down and barely breathes, jumping at 
any louder doom slam or a louder word, his heartbeat tripling immediately, his mind 
screaming at him: this is it! 


But it never is. Life drags on as usual. He’s not sent back to the house — instead, he does 
another never-ending shift at the office that leaves him shaking and sweating, his fingers 
bleeding and his legs feeling like jello, but he survives. Dinner is just as uneventful and as 
he’s lying in bed that night, he almost-a/most-dares hope this will all go away. 


Maybe the master won’t notice after all. Or at least not right away. Maybe one day in years he 
will notice the vase missing and will wonder whatever happened to it, but the hired slave 
maid will be the last thing on his mind by then. 


* 


“Numbers 17, 45, 72—group 2!” 


Toby stands by the bunk, bleary eyed and exhausted already, listening to Peterson spewing 
out the number and giving out assignments. It’s been almost a week since the vase incident 
and Toby’s given up on being stressed out about it every waking moment. He just can’t. He 
does not have the mental capacity for that. 


Instead, he stares into the distance, keeping his ears out for his number and doing his best not 
to let his mind wander too much. People are slowly shuffling to their positions and when 
there’s only a few left and Toby still hasn’t been called, his heart skips. 


He hasn’t missed number, has he? He double checks the breast pocket on his uniform, as if he 
hadn’t had that number burned into his memory. No, that can’t be. He’s been listening. It’s 
fine, he’ ll just be called last this time. 


The last two slaves move from their cots to their designated groups and just like that, Toby is 
the only one left. 


“To your cars, everyone!” Peterson orders, dismissing everyone. 


Toby’s heart sinks, a wave of dread washing over him. He knew it. He knew this was not 
going to go away. 


Peterson’s steps draw closer and Toby opens his mouth, instinctively wanting to explain 
himself and plead for forgiveness. Luckily, he still has enough mind about him to remember 
not to speak up first and he shuts his mouth with a click, clenching his teeth so hard his jaw 
hurts. 


“Congratulations,” Peterson smirks mirthlessly. “You’ve been leased out.” 


The words shock Toby enough to actually look up, stopping himself just around Peterson’s 
chin. 


“Go collect your things at the desk. You’re leaving in ten minutes.” 


“Sir?” Toby breathes out quietly, his head swimming with a million questions. Leased out? 
Where? How? Why? For how long? 


“Now!” Peterson snaps impatiently and Toby scrambles back so quickly he almost topples 
over himself. As he collects his three sets of uniforms and a small bag of cleaning supplies, 
his hands are shaking so hard he almost drops it all. Doing his best to ignore Peterson’s glare 
burning into him, he scurries past him and then into a car, as instructed by one of the guards. 


Turning around to throw one last look at the ugly building they are leaving behind, he feels 
nothing but a weird feeling of doom and foreboding settling in his stomach. 


Chapter End Notes 


I have the first few chapters already written, that's why I'm updating this fast. Updates 
will slow down once I catch up :) Let me know what you think! 


First day 
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They don’t drive long though to Toby it feels like an eternity and yet it’s over too soon. He’d 
say he’s surprised when they stop in front of the familiar house, but that’d be a lie. A rush of 
panic washes over him. Why is he here? He’d understand if the master was so pissed he 
wanted to punish Toby himself but why in the world would he want to rent him? 


To lock him somewhere in the basement and make sure he dies a slow, miserable death, his 
mind supplies helpfully and he sees black dots dance around his vision. 


Breathe, he reminds himself and then gasps for breath, tears pooling in his eyes. 


“Get out, I have other things to do,” the driver grumbles and Toby only now realizes he’s 
been staring at the house, desperately holding onto the seatbelt as if it was a lifeline. 


Reluctantly, he gathers his measly belongings and makes his way up the cobblestone path, his 
breath still coming up in too-short huffs. The driver is right on his heels, a clipboard in his 
hands, and he rings the bells as soon as they’ re at the door. 


Toby’s heart is trying to beat its way out of his heart while they wait. For one minute, nothing 
happens and when he almost hopes no one’s home, he hears unhurried footsteps draw closer. 
He goes rigid, overcome with a sudden need to make a run for it. 


A moment later the door opens. Toby keeps his head down and all he sees 1s a pair of black 
socks come into his line of vision. 


“Oh, good, he’s here,” a voice grumbles. 


“Tf you could sign the delivery slip,” the driver says in a bored voice. Few more words are 
exchanged—something about “as is” and “liability for damage” but Toby barely registers 
them over the pounding of blood in his ears. 


The next moment the driver gives him a hard push between the shoulder blades towards the 
door. Caught off-guard, Toby almost topples over himself but is caught by a firm hand on his 
upper arm. 


“Easy there,” his new master says softly, leading him inside. Only once they’re in the main 
hall—much dustier than the last time he saw it, Toby distantly notices—does he let go and 
takes a step back. 


Toby tries to stay perfectly still but can’t help fidgeting with his sleeves, nervously shuffling 
his feet. From the corner of his eyes he can see the man giving him a scrutinizing look. 
Should he kneel? Is that what he’s waiting for? Or is he waiting for Toby to confess to 


breaking the stupid vase? Suddenly there’s not enough air in the room as he’s desperately 
trying to decide between his desire of pleading for mercy and the fear of speaking out of turn. 


“Master?” comes a voice from the stairs behind and Toby flinches violently, turning his head 
towards the sound. 


It’s the same slave he met before. His shiny black hair in a loose braid over his shoulder and 
at least this time he’s wearing pants. 


“Sam. Come here!” 

“What’s going on?” he asks wearily as he soundlessly pads over. 

“T got us a maid,” he says curtly. “Sam, meet—” 

“You bought him?” Sam interrupts and Toby’s stomach sinks at the horrified tone. 
“No, I leased him from the agency,” master rolls his eyes. “For one year. For now.” 


Now he feels two pairs of eyes bore into him and Toby would give anything if the ground 
could just swallow, right then and there. As fucked up as it is, he longs to be back in the 
housing facility. There, nobody looked at him twice. He was a tool, nothing more. And you 
don’t break tools as long as they’re useful. Here, he was at complete mercy of this stranger, 
and somehow he doesn’t think there will be much mercy to be found. Surely nobody would 
hire a shitty, clumsy maid who broke an expensive vase. So why is he here? 


“He looks like death warmed over,” the slave remarks 
“Hm. He’s not exactly what I expected,” master agrees. “Toby? Look at me.” 


Toby’s heart is beating so loud he’s certain everyone can hear it but he still makes himself 
look up. His new master is not a big man, probably the same height as Toby, but the way he 
holds himself and looks at Toby still makes him once again want to sink to his knees. He 
looks older than Toby but not by much, his dirty blonde already greying at the temples. He’s 
dressed smartly, his light blue button-down shirt tucked neatly in his grey suit pants. His face 
is narrow and stern, with deep frown lines on his forehead. His light blue eyes are looking at 
Toby intensely from behind his rimless glasses and Toby swallows thickly. 


Every instinct in his body is screaming at him to go to the floor and start apologizing and 
begging for mercy but he knows he’s not allowed to speak. There’s no question about it in his 
mind, the way master is looking at him, Toby doesn’t even dare breathe loudly, let alone 
annoy the man with the sound of his voice. 


Then he turns to the slave and the weird spell is broken. “I’m running late. They should have 
been here an hour ago. Get him settled in, Sam. [Il deal with him in the evening.” 


Now if that doesn’t sound foreboding. From under his eyelashes, Toby watches master peck a 
quick kiss on the slave’s pouting lips before he grabs his jacket from the hook by the door 
and leaves the two of them alone. Glancing at Sam uncertainly, he’s stricken by the heat in 
the other boy’s almond-shaped brown eyes. He’s gorgeous, Toby notices now that he feels the 


immediate danger is over and some of the nerves leave him. Young, too, probably not even 
twenty. He’s petite, with alabaster skin, narrow frame and long, perfectly manicured nails 
painted black. 


Toby doesn’t let himself be fooled by his delicate looks, though. Right now, his arms are 
crossed over his chest and he’s glaring at Toby so hard he drops his eyes, unable to keep the 
eye contact. 


Then, heaving a long-suffering sigh, he turns around and heads up the stairs. Clutching his 
bag close to his chest, Toby follows a few paces back, feeling like a complete bother and 
nuisance, the dislike of the younger slave towards him palpable. 


They stop in front of a door on the second floor. 

“This is my room,” Sam says. “Don’t even think about going in there.” 

“Okay,” Toby agrees meekly. 

Sam steps inside and as he’s about to slam the door in Toby’s face, his heart skips in panic. 


“Wait,” he croaks out, the fear overriding his anxiety of speaking up. “Where... What—what 
am I supposed to do?” 


“Hell if knew. Just don’t fucking break anything. I ain’t gonna cover up for you again.” 
Toby gapes at him. “Wh—you did?” 


“T guess I felt sorry for your pathetic ass. I got the cane for that stupid vase, too. So don’t 
think Il] do that again.” 


With that, the door slams shut. Frozen, Toby stares at the door, his head reeling. There’s 
undeniable relief making the knot in his stomach loosen up slightly, knowing that he’s not 
getting punished for that one. Well, hopefully. 


It doesn’t make him feel any safer though. Glancing around the long hallway, hoisting his 
small bag on his shoulder, he feels utterly adrift and overwhelmed with self-pity. He doesn’t 
know what to do, where to put his stuff, what he’s allowed or not allowed, the only other 
slave in this house clearly hates his guts, he’s hungry, tired, filthy, everything hurts and the 
stupid dog is watching him from the top of the stairs with way too much interest. 


“T don’t want any trouble,” he whispers placatingly to the animal, as he finally makes himself 
move, slowly inching past the fluffy ball. Luckily, it lets him be and he makes his way back 
down the stairs unharmed. 


For now Toby decides to put his bag under the staircase, among other junks piled in the small 
space. Toby looks at the dark corner longingly — how easy would it be to just crawl in there, 
curl under what looks a month-worth of unironed clothes and sleep until someone dragged 
him out. 


God, he’s so tired. 


It’s just daydream though. He wouldn’t be able to fall asleep anyway, he’s way too wired, his 
heart still hammering in his chest with anxiety. But the longer he stays there, frozen to the 
spot in indecision, the more like an idiot he feels, and so he finally makes himself move, 
heading towards where he remembers the kitchen to be. 


Just as he expected, it’s a complete mess, dirty plates and dishes from the breakfast on the 
counters, crumbles on the floor crunching under his every step, all visible surface covered 
either in dust or sticky spots. 


Well, at least he won’t run out of things to do any time soon. Feeling a little calmer now that 
he has assigned himself a job to do, he gets to work. It’s a slow going, his stiff hands shaking 
with fatigue, his every muscle screaming at him with every movement. He spends a good 
hour just trying to decide where to put the clean dishes from dishwasher. Still, he’s positive 
he got at least some of them wrong but just hopes master won’t be too pissed about it. 


A few hours later, just as he’s about to finally starts moping the floor, Sam soundlessly 
appears in the kitchen. Toby flinches, dropping the mop, fumbling with it as it loudly clatters 
against the counter. 


“Sorry,” he mumbles. 


Sam doesn’t spare him a glance as he goes grabs a bag of toast bread and starts putting 
together a sorry looking sandwich. Once he’s done, he takes his plate to the island, perching 
himself on a barstool, leaving everything as is — the bag of bread wide open, the knife still in 
the peanut butter jar, crumbles all over the counter. 


Hesitantly, Toby slowly moves in and starts cleaning it up. He makes sure not to look at the 
boy, mostly because his stomach turns at the mere sight of food. 


“T don’t know why in the world master thought we need a live-in maid,” Sam mutters to 
himself. Toby bites his lip and doesn’t react, though judging from the state of the house, Toby 
can definitely see the why. 


“We were doing just fine before,” Sam continues, staring at Toby accusingly. 

“Did you do the housekeeping?” Toby chances to ask quietly when the silence drags on. 
“Me?” Sam says flatly, raising his perfect eyebrows. “Do I look like a fucking maid to you?” 
Toby drops his eyes, feeling his face grow hot. Stupid. Of course he wouldn’t. 


“We had a lady come over once a week the past year. It worked out great. Until she retired. 
She was good. She used to make the best brownies.” Sam tilts his head, giving him a 
considering look and Toby feels himself straighten up on instinct. “Do you know how to 
bake?” 


“Um. No,” Toby admits quietly and then winces at the look on Sam’s face. 


“Of course not,” he huffs and then gets up, leaving the half-eaten sandwich behind. 


“Sam, wait, please—” Toby gathers the courage to stop him before he can leave the kitchen. 
“What time will master be back? Should-should I have the dinner ready or...?” he asks 
nervously, wringing his hands. 


“How should I know,” Sam shrugs, not bothering to slow down. “You’re the maid. Figure it 
out.” 


Once again, Toby feels like crying. He gives himself a moment, breathing slowly through the 
feeling like the walls are about to cave in, and then makes himself move. On numb legs, he 
shuffles to the island and takes the plates with Sam’s leftovers, almost tripping over the dog, 
who’s suddenly appeared in the kitchen and is looking at the plate hungrily. 


“Sorry,” he says mournfully as he throws the food away with heavy heart. “You and I will 
have to wait for our feeding time.” 


The rest of the afternoon he spends cleaning, just to keep himself busy. He does the easy stuff 
— wiping the dust, sweeping and moping the floors, leaving all the other tasks like putting 
clutter to its proper place for later. 


As the evening approaches, he grows increasingly nervous, glancing the clock every five 
minutes, while Sam is still holed up in his room. What time is master coming back? Does he 
have normal working hours? Does he work shifts? He has no idea and no way to find out. 


After inspecting the insides of the fridge and the pantry, Toby decides on a quick pasta dish 
with a store-bought sauce he finds at the back of one of the shelves. It’s a sorry looking meal 
and it makes Toby’s anxiety levels rise. He’s sure master will hate it but this is about as far as 
his non-existent cooking skills go. And it’s probably better to play it safe than try something 
fancy and ruin an expensive piece of meat he saw in the freezer. 


Leaving the bowl of pasta wrapped on the counter, hoping it won’t get too soggy by the time 
master gets home, Toby ventures to explore the house a bit more. He’s happy to find a 
relatively large utility room, with shelves lining the walls. There’s a lot of random junk lying 
around but there’s also a vacuum and other cleaning supplies that will definitely come in 
handy. 


He puts all of his stuff there, too. His uniforms, folded neatly into a small pile. The supplies 
he got from the agency — it’s their own line of products that they provide all the slaves with. 
Probably as a marketing trick. 


Then he makes a little space on the floor by moving a few of the boxes on top of each other 
and takes an old dusty blanket from one of the shelves, making himself a tiny little nest in the 
corner. 


Suddenly, he feels a weird calm wash over him. He did what he could. Cleaned. Made dinner. 
Even found a place for him to stay. And it’s only fitting, isn’t it? All cleaning tools in one 
place. 


He doesn’t doubt master will find some fault in what he did but they always do. That’s life. 
And it’s not like he got any help from Sam — he did his best and what happens next, he’II deal 


with it. 


Feeling utterly exhausted, Toby decides to take a little break. Just a tiny little one. He’ll just 
sit down for a bit, rest his tired legs. Five minutes, that’s all he needs. 


As soon as he curls himself on the made-shift bed, he’s fast asleep. 
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The house is dark by the time Charles pulls into the driveway. All he can hear is Daisy, 
whining and impatiently scratching on the door. 


Charles smiles fondly, thinking about the ball of fluff waiting for him. At least one member 
of the household is always happy to see him. 


Once the welcoming ritual is done with, leaving Charles covered in fur and drool, Daisy 
strolls off, most likely to go back to sleep. It is late - Charles had hoped to come home 
earlier, to maybe get a bit acquainted with the new house slave, but once again, he got held 
up in work. 


Looking around, he can immediately tell the slave’s been busy, too. The floor is practically 
shining and gone is stuffy smell of dust, replaced by a bit too strong smell of detergents. Oh, 
he likes it, Charles smiles to himself as soon as he enters the kitchen. The house was never 
this clean, not even when Ms Harrison still came around. One time a week never seemed 
enough to keep the mess at bay. 


There’s a plate of food on the counter and Charles leans closer to inspect it. Pasta — 
untouched and ice cold by now. Charles smiles ruefully. Too bad he had already eaten on his 
way from the hospital. He’ll have to talk to the slave and tell him not to waste his time 
preparing dinner for Charles on those nights when he has night shifts. 


Hopefully Sam already clued him in and familiarized the slave with Charles’s schedule. 


Putting the plate away to the fridge, he heads upstairs, knocking on Sam’s door on his way to 
the bedroom. Turns out he needn’t have, as Sam is already in their bed, his long raven hair 
spread all over the pillow. 


“You awake?” Charles whispers as he joins him under the blanket ten minutes later, showered 
and changed into pajamas. 


“Sam?” Charles nudges him and finally the boy gives up his pretense of being asleep, 
opening his eyes with a sigh. 


“Hello, master,” he mutters, not a trace of sleep in his voice. “How was your day?” 


“Oh, it was alright,” Charles shrugs, scooting closer and wrapping the boy in his arms. “A car 
accident ten minutes before the end of my shift. I had to stay late and help with the surgery. 
What about you? Did you walk Daisy?” 


“Yeah.” 

“Did you feed her?” 

“Yeah,” Sam answers again and this time Charles doesn’t miss the roll of his eyes. 
“What about the new slave?” 


“What about him? Master?” Sam grits out, visibly prickling up and Charles chuckles. Silly 
boy. Clearly he’s not happy about having a new slave to share their home with. He’s always 
been fiercely insecure, Charles knows that. And sure, the maid is not exactly what expected, 
either. 


When he decided to order someone from the agency to come clean their home, it was because 
he was beyond tired of the mess. It made him stressed, and stress is one thing he doesn’t need 
more of in his life. He like tidiness and cleanliness, but he has no time to clean himself and 
he won’t make Sam do it. That only left one option then. 


And when he came home that first time after the cleaning service was there, it was such a 
relief, it was like a weight off his shoulder to finally see all surfaces of the kitchen counters 
and to not step into something sticky every second step. He knew he wanted to keep his 
house this way. It seemed only logical to rent the maid and to have them live in their house. 


He didn’t know who he was getting but he expected someone like Ms Harrison—an elderly 
lady with perms wearing a washed-out apron and smelling of cinnamon and cheap coffee. He 
didn’t expect a scrawny young man who seemed to be surprisingly out of this depth. 


So no, Sam is not too much happy about that, even though new slave’s nowhere near as 
gorgeous like Sam. Still, Charles is sure he’ll up clean nicely. 


“How is he settling in?” 
“Fine,” Sam answers laconically and Charles sighs. 


“Give him a chance, okay? It must be nice to have someone else around the house when I’m 
at work, no? And if he really doesn’t work out, I can return him any time.” 


“Okay, master,” Sam says softly, finally sounding a bit placated, and he inches even closer, 
kissing Charles’s lips and rubbing his thigh against Charles’s crotch. There’s impatience 
about him that Charles would love to interpret as enthusiasm but has learned is rather an 
eagerness to get his duties over with and go to sleep. 


“T have an early shift tomorrow,” Charles sighs, gently pushing the boys away, too tired for 
anything today. He wishes he had the day off tomorrow to really get to know the new slave 
and settle him in properly, but it will have to wait. 


“Oh, okay,” Sam stops, sounding a bit guarded. “Good night, then, master.” Turning his back 
to Charles, he goes to sleep. 


oe 


Toby jolts awake, his heart immediately going into overdrive. In the pitch-black darknesss, a 
wave of panic washes over him as he can’t remember where he is or how he got there. 


Oh right, it clicks finally. The closet. He groans as his muscles scream at him in protest when 
he tries to sit up. As soon as he moves, blood starts rushing to his arm that has fallen asleep 
and he whimpers, massaging the pricks and needles away. 


He must have been out pretty hard — his whole body aches and hurts and his head feels like 
it’s stuffed with cotton. It’s not that surprising though, considering how exhausted he was and 
that he hasn’t even eaten in... well, over 24 hours probably. He’s lost count. 


Wait, just how long has he been asleep? Panic clawing at his mind once again, he feels his 
way out of the cramped space and pokes his head out, listening intently. The house is dark 
with not a single sound to be heard. And while Toby has no idea what time it is, it’s pretty 
obvious it must be the middle of the night. 


"Shit," he groans miserably, thumping his head on the door frame. He’s missed his master's 
return from work, and—the realization hits him like a cube of ice in his stomach—he's also 
missed dinner. He had hoped to be fed in the evening, only he had to stupidly pass out. Now, 
he's got to hold out for another entire day. 


Now that he’s up, he realizes he needs to pee, like right now. Quietly tiptoeing through the 
hallway, he makes his way to the guest bathroom under the stairs. Then, on autopilot, his feet 
take him to the kitchen. He stands there, light-headed and exhausted already, staring listlessly 
in front of him, when a treacherous thought creeps into his head. 


He could just take some food. Just a tiny bit. One slice of bread, that’s all. He knows there’s a 
whole bag, Sam used it yesterday. Surely nobody would notice if one slice went missing, 
would they? He’ll stuff it in his mouth and swallow it and return the bag, it won’t take more 
than one minute. Nobody will find out and it’Il help him get through today. 


His heart is beating painfully against the ribcage, blood pounding in his ears, as he stands 
there, trying to hype himself up, and yet still unable to make his numb limbs move. 


“Oh, good, you’re up.” 


Toby lets out an embarrassing yelp and spins around. The lights have been flicked on and 
Toby squints, finding himself face to face to his new master. All blood drains from his face 
and he uselessly opens and closes his mouth, all words stuck in his throat. 


“Why are you standing here in the dark?” master inquires off-handedly as he makes his way 
to the kitchen island. He’s already dressed, once again in suit pants and a button-down and he 


spreads out his newspaper on the counter, not sparing Toby a glance. 
“Um, master I was, I was just—,” he stammers breathlessly. 


Master gives him a quizzical look over his glasses and Toby closes his mouth with a click. 
There’s nothing he can say without digging his hole even deeper and so he just shuts up. 


“Well, then,” master says softly, ignoring his blabbering. ““Go ahead, make me a breakfast.” 
“Breakfast,” Toby echoes stupidly and then straightens up. “Yes, master. Of course.” 


With a half-amused smile, master goes back to reading his paper and Toby spurts into action. 
He goes to the fridge only to freeze again. He has not idea what master’s breakfast of choice 
would be. What if he’s the type of person who eats the same thing every single morning. 
What if he’s vegan? What if he only eats sweet breakfast? Or does he want Toby to surprise 
him and show him what he’s got? 


The stress is making his head pound and he realizes he’s been staring in the fridge for way 
too long, letting the cold escape. At long last, knowing he can’t just stay there forever, he 
grabs a carton of eggs and chances a glance back, trying to subtly gauge master’s reaction. 


“What makes you think I’d want eggs for breakfast?” master asks and Toby’s stomach drops. 
He looks at the eggs in his shaking hands and bites his lip. 


“T apologize, master,” he mutters, quickly returning the offending item back to the fridge. 
Desperately he looks over its contents again, trying to find something else he could offer. 
Spotting a bag of bacon, he grabs it, sending a quiet prayer he got it right this time. 


“Put it back,” master orders with a sigh and Toby wants to cry. “Come here.” 
Shuffling closer, he stops a safe distance from the kitchen island and hangs his head. 


“What do you do when you’re not sure how to follow an order?” master asks not unkindly. 
Toby bites the inside of his cheek, the toe poking out of his thin sock the most interesting 
thing in the world. His brain feels like a mush and he can’t seem to make it work properly. 


“Toby,” master snaps and there’s a hint of annoyance now. “You will look at me when I’m 
speaking to you.” 


Toby lifts is eyes, meeting master’s intense stare. 
“Well?” 


“T don’t know, master,” Toby whispers, shaking his head miserably. He doesn’t know 
anything, it feels like. He might not even remember his name if anyone asked him right now. 


“You ask,” master says, exasperated. “So when I say, make me a breakfast, you say...?” 


“Oh,” Toby blinks, finally catching up. “Um. What would you like for breakfast, master?” 


“There. That’s not so hard, is it,” master shakes his head. He doesn’t seem too angry and 
Toby feels a misplaced warmth in his chest for finally getting something right. “I'd like 
porridge. With honey and walnuts. Everything’s in the pantry.” 


Toby hurries over to the pantry, all traces of any good feeling immediately replaced by 
familiar dread when sees the bags upon bags of what looks like different kinds of oats, grains, 
flakes and weird round things he’s never seen before and it occurs to him he actually has no 
idea how porridge is prepared. 


It can’t be that hard, though, can it? He grabs the half-empty bag closest to him, subtly 
turning and inspecting the package, hoping against hope there will be some kinds of 
instructions, hopefully with pictures. 


There’s nothing. It’s just a clear plastic bag with tiny sticker with even tinier letters Toby 
can’t read and he just stares at until he can’t even see it over the blur of tears in his eyes. 


“Toby,” master sigh, clearly noticing his struggle. “Come here.” 

Once again, Toby dejectedly shuffles closer. 

“Sit,” master points at the barstool next to him and Toby nervously perches himself on it. 
“Just how much experience with being a domestic slave do you have?” master asks. 


Taking in a shaky breath through his nose, he makes himself meet master’s concerned face. 
“Not much, master.” 


“Not much, meaning...?” 
“None,” Toby admits softly, knowing lying would not do him any good here. 


“None,” master echoes and then groans, rubbing his forehead. “Why—Why were you at the 
cleaning agency then?” 


“T was sold there by my master.” 
“And they really take anyone, hm?” 


Toby nods. Anyone looking to quickly get rid of a slave. Clearly, the few measly hundred 
master got for him were worth the convenience. Because taking him to the auction would be 
too much hassle. Or, god forbid, finding him a new owner. Like he promised. After 
everything Toby’s done. After all he’s suffered for him. But no. The cleaning agency it was. 


“T can learn, master,” Toby says thickly. It must be the exhaustion and hunger making him 
emotional because he feels a second from bawling again. He holds it back, though, not 
wanting to embarrass himself again. “I can work hard. Whatever you need, master, I will do. 
Please.” 


Master heaves a heavy sigh and Toby slumps. Stupid. Clearly, he’s a busy man, he won’t 
waste his time on Toby. Why would he—one call to the agency, and they’1l swap Toby for 


someone much more fitting and skilled. Maybe even throw in a discount for the 
inconvenience. By tomorrow morning, Toby will be back in his bunk. 


Folding his newspaper, master checks his watch. “I don’t have time for this now. Forget the 
breakfast, I'll get something on the way. We’|I talk more in the evening.” 


Toby nods dejectedly, feeling weirdly numb all of the sudden. From the corner of his eye he 
sees master get up and then hesitate. 


“Take it easy today,” master says, taking Toby’s chin in his fingers. His hands are warm and 
soft and as he gently turns Toby’s face from side to side, a frown creases his eyebrows. “Rest 
a bit. You look... tired. If you need anything, just ask Sam.” 


“Yes, master,” Toby agrees automatically, even though he already knows he won’t dare 
bother the other slave. 


With that, master leaves Toby in the kitchen where he stays frozen on the spot for what feels 
like an eternity before summoning the mental energy to drag himself back to his corner in the 
utility room. 


Room 
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For the rest of the day, Charles can’t seem to shake off this uneasy feeling about the whole 
morning. What in the world did he get himself into? All he wanted was a maid. Someone to 
take care of the house without needing constant supervision. Is that too much to ask for? 
Obviously. Though he guesses it serves him right for going to the cheapest, probably shadiest 
agency he found. It’s not like he has the budget for one of those fancy slaves from the butler 
agency. 


Still. The slave couldn’t even prepare a simple breakfast. And he looked like he might topple 
over any minute—pale, jumpy, shaky, obviously terrified of Charles. Clearly, he has issues 
and Charles has way too much on his plate already to deal with him. He doesn’t need to 
complicate his life more than it already is. 


Charles groans, reaching for his phone. He’ll just call the agency—tell them the boy is not a 
great match and that he wants a replacement. Someone a bit more experienced and well- 
adjusted. They’ II take the slave and that’ Il be it. He’ll be fine, Charles is sure. 


He’ll be fine, Charles repeats to himself again, trying to convince his brain. And he’s not his 
responsibility. Charles needs to stay rational and not let his emotions get the better of him 


again. He can’t take in another broken slave. Sam is more than enough. 


Charles’ finger’s hovering over the call button, unable to make himself press it. There’s a 
knock on the door and quickly, Charles throws the phone in the drawer, weirdly relieved. 
Later. He’1l deal with this later. 


“Come in.” 


It’s just Morrison. He drops a clipboard on Charles’ table and then makes himself 
comfortable in one of the chairs, propping his feet on the other chair, to Charles’ dislike. 


“On-call roster,” he nods towards the clipboard. “I went to you first.” 
“Thanks,” Charles mutters as he starts to sign himself in. 


“You work too much,” Morrison remarks and Charles gives him a flat look. Of course he 
works too much. He can’t afford not to. Between his student debt, the divorce, his ex’s credit 


card debt and the outrageous mortgage he pays for the house he never wanted, he really needs 
all the shifts he can get. 


“Your boy must be lonely, with you at work all the time,” Morrison continues, and Charles 
scoffs. Well, not anymore. Though Charles’s not sure he’s too happy about that. 


“He has the dog,” Charles answers dismissively and Morrison snorts. 

“Right. You know that’s not what he was meant for. He’s trained his whole life to—” 
“Still not for sale,” Charles snaps finally, glaring at Morrison, who grins unapologetically. 
“Oh, come on,” Morisson chuckles. “Such a waste, keeping him locked up all the time.” 


Charles doesn’t reply. They’ve had this conversation way too many times. He knows exactly 
what Morisson would love to have him for but it’s not happening. 


“Ts that all?” Charles hands over the filled in form. 
“Come for a drink tonight. We’re meeting at seven in Chillout Lounge.” 


“T can’t,” he shakes his head, though he’s dying for a drink, yearning for that pleasant buzz 
that makes the world feel a bit more bearable. He can’t, though. He knows how that always 
end and he can’t really afford that tonight. 


The light on his office phone starts flashing and Charles sighs, gesturing for Morrison to get 
out. 


“Yes?” he presses the button, connecting him to his receptionist. 
“Sir, your mother’s on the line.” 


Of course she is. Doesn’t matter how many times he tells her not to call him at work. She’ Il 
call him because he told her not to. It’s a power move though she would of course never 
admit it. 


“Put her on,” he leans back in the chair, ignoring Morrison rolling his eyes on his way out. 


EL 
After the breakfast fiasco, Toby intends to curl himself in shame on his musty blanket to 
preserve the little energy he has and wait for someone from the agency to come pick him up. 


He feels like an such an idiot. How can he have fucked up a simple breakfast? It was a test, 
he realizes that now, and he failed. Spectacularly. Though, of course, he knows, why. Because 
he’s never been allowed in the kitchen before. Hell, for over ten years he wasn’t even allowed 
into the house. He’s lived in the scrape yard, hiding himself in a make-shift shelter made out 
of scrape metal when the rain got too bad. He didn’t know how to make porridge. Or operate 
the fancy coffee machine he saw on the kitchen counter. He doesn’t know anything. He’s a 


stupid, useless, old slave who’ll never be good enough for the comfortable life of a domestic 
servant. 


Then why does he want it so badly, though? He should be glad to be going back to the 
agency, to be rid of this stress of not knowing what to do and screwing up constantly. There 
he had clear instructions. The days were all same, the rules were clear cut. Work. Three- 
minute shower. Dinner. Last bathroom break and then sleep. 


Here? Nothing seemed to make sense. Not even master. The way he spoke to him, so softly 
even though Toby was nothing but a nuisance. And the way he touched his face. Toby doesn’t 
think anyone has ever touched him this gently, as if he were made of glass. And when he told 
him to take it easy, he looked... worried? Concerned? For Toby’s wellbeing? 


Stupid, Toby groans, hiding his face in his hands. Stupid, naive slave. It’s like he’s seventeen 
again and full of daydreams and silly ideas. 


In the end, Toby can’t make himself stay holed up in his dark corner. It feels too much like 
giving up and he’s not ready to do that. And maybe if he pretends that the morning didn’t 
happen and he’|I just continue doing the best he can, maybe master’|I forget about it too. 


And so he gets to work, moving upstairs this time. He does what he knows how to — wipes 
the floor, vacuums the dog hair, dusts the shelves. In between he makes frequent breaks to the 
bathroom, drinking thirstily out of the tap, uselessly trying to trick his stomach into thinking 
it’s full. 


It’s sometime in the afternoon when he finally runs into Sam. He comes into the living room 
just as Toby’s carefully replacing a stack of some magazines into a shelf he just wiped. 
Plopping on the sofa, he turns on the TV and kicks his feet up. The dog is on his heels and 
jumps up right next to him, cuddling closer. 


Toby subtly glances at the other slave but Sam keeps his eyes glued to the screen, completely 
ignoring Toby’s presence in the room. For a moment Toby contemplates speaking up but 
gives up, too scared to disturb him. 


Instead, he turns his attention back to the magazines. One slid down from the pile and 
splayed opened. The pictures catch Toby’s attention and he starts leafing through the glossy 
pages. They are recipes with pictures of each of the steps. There are blocks of text too, but 
that’s useless to Toby, considering how he’s never been taught beyond recognizing a few of 
the letters. 


He opens the next magazine and looks for more, studying each picture carefully, imagining 
the steps in his head, wondering if he’d actually be able to follow. 


“What are you doing?” Sam asks and Toby winces guiltily. 


“T was just...looking,” Toby mutters, quickly gathering all the magazines strewn around him 
in a pile and returning them into the shelf. 


Clearly, Sam’s got bored of the TV. He’s turned it off and is now teasing the dog, roughing up 
its fur, annoying it by touching its snout. 


“You don’t know how to cook, do you?” Sam asks off-handedly and Toby feels his face heat 
up 


“T do, a little bit,” he lies. “I just need to brush up on my skills, ‘sall. Cooking is not that 
hard.” Right? It can’t be, can it? 


“Did master go to work hungry today?” Sam asks, amused. He continues to roughhouse the 
dog, tossing it a few feet away from him on the sofa. It growls and yaps but runs back to Sam 
only for him to toss it again. 


“He, uh. He was in a hurry,” Toby answers shakily, unable to tear his eyes from the dog. His 
heart is hammering in his throat and his mouth goes dry when he sees the dog snap its white 
sharp fangs just milometers from Sam’s fingers. 


“Hey, you’re not afraid of dogs, are you?” Sam asks, fascinated, when he notices Toby’s wide 
eyes and white face. 


“No?” Toby lies unconvincingly, wiping his sweaty palms on his pants, desperately trying to 
find anything to focus on so as not to let in the memories of the guard dog and the terror and 
pain he felt as it sank its teeth in Toby’s leg. 


“Daisy, go get him!” Sam suddenly commands and Toby panics. With an embarrassing yelp 
he jumps up and climbs on the first high surface he can find, which happens to be coffee 
table, immediately regretting it as he realizes it’s probably not high enough even for a dog 
this small. 


Then, suddenly, Sam is laughing, and it takes a moment for Toby to realize the dog is not 
attacking him. In fact, it’s still on the sofa, looking confused and wiggling its butt, while Sam 
wipes tears of laughter from the corners of his eyes. 


“Aw, too good,” he huffs. “Come here, Daisy, c’mhere, good girl,” Sam coos, letting the dog 
lick his face before scooping her in his arms and getting up. 


“You know master’s not gonna keep you, right?” he says, all humor gone from his voice. Not 
waiting for an answer, he leaves. It’s for the best, though, because at least Toby doesn’t have 
to hide his tears as he polishes his foot prints off the coffee table and then goes back to work. 


a 
Once again, it’s way too late when Charles gets home. He was trying to catch up on his 
administrative workload and then got called to an emergency appendectomy, which is not 
how he hoped to spend the evening tonight. The whole day his mood has been steadily 
dropping and now, sitting in the idling car in front of the house, he almost regrets not going 
for that drink. 


Daisy’s insistent whining from behind his door finally stirs Charles from his stupor and he 
turns off the engine and heads inside. 


Once she’s happy with the amount of welcome scratches, she heads off again and Charles 
kicks off his shoes. The house is quiet, even though it’s too early for everyone to be sleeping 
yet. Sam is most likely holed up in his room, as per usual, but Charles admits he’s a bit 
surprised not to see any signs of the new one. 


Maybe it’s for the best, though, as Charles still doesn’t even know what to tell him. 


Feeling hungry, he heads to the kitchen to grab himself something from the fridge when he 
notices a broom propped against the wall by the stairs and he sighs. Did he not tell the slave 
to take it easy today? It’s clear that he’s been busy again, the mahogany stairs polished, not a 
single white hair to be seen on the stair runners, which is quite the sight. 


Grabbing the broom, he quickly drops it to the cleaning closet. Just as he’s about to close the 
door again he catches a glimpse of something on the floor that makes him do a double take. 
Turning on the lights, he takes a step closer, nudging the figure on the floor with his foot. 


“Toby?” 


The slave wakes up with a jerk, his eye immediately going wide with panic as he struggles to 
his knees in uncoordinated, sluggish movements. 


“What are you... have you been sleeping here?” Charles asks, horrified. He takes in the little 
nest of blankets in the corner and feels hot anger form in his chest. 


“Please forgive me master,” the slave starts blabbering immediately, clearly still groggy from 
his heavy slumber. “It was just ten minutes, I swear, I wasn’t... I did clean the upper floor 
today. And... you said to take it easy today, I thought... Master!” 


Without a word, Charles turns around and heads upstairs, distantly aware of the slave trotting 
behind him. Ignoring him, he heads straight to the guest room upstairs and throws the door 
open so hard in bangs on the wall inside. 


As expected, the room is completely untouched. 

“Sam!” he roars, making the other slave jump up. 

Almost immediately, Sam’s head pokes out of his room, giving Charles a wary look. 
“Master?” 

“Come here!” 

Charles’ voice broods no argument and reluctantly, the slave drags his feet closer. 


“What is the meaning of this?” Charles demands to know, pointing to the room. 


Sam has the nerve to look unfazed, shrugging like the brat he is, and Charles loses his temper. 
He slaps him across the cheek, hard enough to leave a mark, but he barely winces, staring 
defiantly at Charles, his black eyes smouldering with barely concealed contempt. 


“You were supposed to settle him in!” Charles bellows. Only Toby winces at his raised 
voice, practically vibrating out of his skin with fear. 


“Master, please, it’s my fault, I must have misunderstood...” 


“Oh, hush,” Charles says, softer. He can’t really bring himself to be mad at that one. “It’s not 
your fault. Unless you want to tell me Sam here told you to stay in this room and you chose 
to disobey him and decided to sleep in the cleaning closet instead?” 


Toby opens and closes his mouth, his eyes flicking between Charles and Sam in panic. 
“Choose your words wisely now. I do not appreciate being lied to,” Charles warns. 
“I—no, master,” Toby admits finally, slumping. “He didn’t, but—.” 


“Well then. Sam, go fetch the cane,” he orders coldly and Toby whimpers as if it was him 
getting punished. ““You—,” Charles points to Toby. “Go to your room and stay there.” 


Throwing one last terrified look over his shoulder, he obeys. Charles slams the door on him 
once he’s inside and turns to Sam. 


“Sam, the cane. Now.” 

The defiance on Sam’s face is gone and he has the decency to at least look a bit guilty. 
“Master? I’m sorry. I thought he would—” he tries but Charles is having none of it. 
“Save it,” Charles snaps, pointing towards the bedroom. 


Pressing his lips into a thin line, the boy turns around. He must have realized there is no 
talking out of this one. Charles is already way too lenient as is, but if he doesn’t put his foot 
down once in a while, the boy would spiral completely out of control. 


In the bedroom, Sam opens the drawer and tosses the cane carelessly on the bed. 
“You're getting five more for that. Pants down, lay on the bed.” 


Wordlessly, with his teeth clenched, Sam obeys. Charles doesn’t hold back on the first hit and 
it lands with a loud swish and a smack. Sam doesn’t even flinch, even though Charles knows 
that must have hurt. He takes a slow controlled breath in through his nose and Charles can 
see him consciously relax his muscles. 


He’s good, the years of training definitely showing, but Charles knows how to get through to 
him. The key is not fall into any sort of rhythm. Without knowing when or how hard the next 
hit will be, or how many there will be, Sam’s coping mechanisms fail him quickly. In just 


under ten minutes, he’s panting, going on his tiptoes with every hit, muffling his groans in his 
hands. 


Charles keeps going, adding one red stripe after another, focusing more the bottom of the 
boy’s ass and his thighs. 


“Master, please,” he breaks the silence another ten minutes later. It’s not what Charles wants 
to hear though and so he ignores him, landing another five hard stripes in quick succession. 


“T’m sorry, okay?” he yelps finally, glaring over his shoulder. Charles takes a step back, 
giving him a considering look. His legs are trembling slightly from the pain and sweat 
glistens on his forehead, but there’s still so much heat in his glare. 


Charles lifts up the cane again and Sam groans into the sheet. “Why do you even care? You 
said you were gonna send him back, anyway.” 


That gives Charles a pause. “I didn’t say that.” 


“You said we can send him back if he doesn’t work out. And he’s not! So you need to return 
him!” 


“That is not up to you to decide,” Charles says softly, and for the first time, tears well up in 
Sam’s eyes. 


“Oh, come here,” Charles sighs, finally throwing the cane away and opens his arms. The boy 
gets up and shuffles closer on unsteady feet, pressing his small frail frame against Charles, 
hiding his face in Charles’s shirt. 


“You need to stop with this nonsense,” Charles reproaches him gently. He knows how bad 
Sam’s trust issues are and ever since he brought him from the hospital, it feels like every day 
he’s been waiting Charles to get rid of him. It’s been two years, though. Enough is enough. 


“T’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” he mutters on repeat. He’s shaking now, holding onto Charles’ so 
tight it almost hurts. 


Charles sighs to himself. Great, now he has two freaking out slaves. It’s not that long ago that 
he promised himself to never ever even talk to another slave. How did he even end up here? 


“Okay,” Charles gently pulls Sam away when he feels him calm down a bit. “Go wash up a 
bit and then come downstairs. I’m going to go talk to Toby and then we’ll have something to 
eat together, okay?” 


Uneasily, Sam nods and slinks into the bathroom. Charles takes a steadying breath as he 
heads to the other guestroom. 
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